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FOR the second fame the Baron was about to launch his
men against the Mongolian capital He was playing all
his trumps By dint of flattery, he had managed to pacify
Chang Tso-lm, and, if the marshal should suddenly
change his mind, the Japanese would take charge of
bringing him to reason
The Chinese had forfeited their last chances by ar-
resting the Hutukhtu a few weeks earlier The Living
Buddha was a prisoner in his palace in Urga, and even
his life was not safe Not all the blood of the Chinese
garrison would suffice to wash away that insult
Spare horses followed Ungern's regiments His men's
Japanese cloth uniforms fitted without a fold, and his
Italian machine-guns were burnished till they looked
brand-new The snow barely crunched under the horses'
hooves
Urga was doomed If it resisted bombardment, it would
fall by famine It was only a question of time But Un-
gern hoped the Chinese would not murder the Hutukhtu
at the last moment The election of another LivingBuddha
would last for months and months, the princelings Ungern
had laboriously won over to his side would scatter in
search of fresh pasture for their flocks and herds, and
he would have to begin all over again.
The column was approaching Urga when Tubanov
rode up to Ungern
'Kmtun-baina?' he said cheerfully, and proceeded to
translate Isn't it cold? I'd like to have a word with you
about my lamas *
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